PHOTOS STORIES ART 
NEWS FIRST EXPERIENCES 


Judged By One’s Peers 
by Paul Beston 


Comics by Spryte 
Neil’s Newsdesk 
First Experiences 


Recollections From School 
Wrong Attitude 


Centrefold Discipline 


Disciplined Lives - 7 
End Of Term Punishments 


Trade Adverts 


Moments In CP History — 31 
1963 Schoolboy birchings 


Swish Of The Day - 3 


Dr. Stern 


Reader’s Compositions 
Stopover With A Sting 


Bringing Up The Rear... 


JUDGED BY ONE’S PEERS 


(THACKSTEAD MANOR PART VIII) 


By Paul Beston 
©XxXI Paul Beston for BestonWrite 


“And think yourself damned lucky | don’t give you a good beating into the bargain!” 
Dr Hawthorn barked at the embarrassed but highly relieved fifteen year-old standing 
before him. 


Young Timothy Rowles had indeed been lucky to escape corporal punishment on this 
occasion. The odds were high against his avoiding it; he had been before the Headmaster 
several times in the last year for offences of medium seriousness, and had received first 
three and later a full six strokes of Dr. Hawthorn’s cane across the seat of his trousers. This 
time around he was given an hour's extra prep every night for the next fortnight and his 
freedom to leave the school grounds on two Saturdays had been rescinded. This second 
punishment was much hated by all boys but particularly those of thirteen and above who 
relied upon their Saturday excursions into the nearly town to keep up their contacts with that 
most sought after commodity amongst teenage schoolboys; girls! 


Given the choice, Timothy would far rather have gritted his teeth and bent over for a sound 
six of the best once again, but Dr. Hawthorn was a wily old fox, as most Headmasters of 
many years experience are, and he was well aware of the boy’s probable preference for a 
quickly forgotten beating. The good Doctor therefore deliberately imposed a penalty that 
would remain in the errant young man’s memory far longer than the intense sting of a mere 
six strokes of the cane. 


There was another even more important reason why he had not resorted to The Rod on this 
occasion. 


The offence committed by Rowles had been the systematic pilfering of small amounts from 
each of a great many purses and wallets in other boys lockers over a number of weeks. By 
taking very small amounts from each of many lockers, mere pence in some instances, but 
never more than around fifty pence from any one locker, Rowles had hoped to avoid any 
individual really missing their loss. The plan had been working well with any one boy, finding 
he had five, ten, or twenty pence less than he thought he had, not worrying or suffering 
unduly, he would merely think he had dropped one coin or forgotten how much was actually 
in his purse or pocket at the time. 


Such petty theft seemed to Timothy Rowles to be such very minor dishonesty that it could 
not possibly carry as heavy a penalty as any major theft from one or two boys. (When 
detected and proven, serious cases of theft at Thackstead Manor tended to bring with them 
an almost mandatory expulsion, often preceded by a damn good beating). 


However, the minor amounts taken from ten boys or even on one occasion an entire class of 
thirty in each raid ended up netting the thief a tidy sum in total, often between five and ten 
pounds, which does not make the crime look anywhere near as trifling and inconsequential 
as Rowles might have hoped. 


He may well have remained undetected for a term or even longer, but for a brighter than 
average Prefect, Horridge, overhearing no less than four boys complaining they had lost or 
mislaid some of their “tuck money” within mere hours of each other. Horridge intuitively 


smelled a rat, and took time out from his own studies and other prefectorial duties over the 
next few days to stake out the gym changing rooms where many of the losses had seemed 
to be taking place. He was rewarded on only his second stake-out by the arrival of Rowles in 
mid-class. Rowles had succeeded in obtaining permission to leave his own Latin class for 
an emergency visit to the toilets, and used this brief opportunity for a further dip into the 
wealth of his fellow pupils. 


Confronted and caught red-handed, he was frog-marched up to Dr. Hawthorn’s study and 
made to stand outside whilst the Headmaster and Horridge discussed the evidence and the 
best solution at length. They were in conference a full ten minutes before Horridge 
emerged, looked Knowingly and disapprovingly at Rowles and walked off, leaving Rowles to 
wait for the Head’s summons to enter the Study. 


What Rowles did not know as he left the study without having been chastised for his crime, 
was that Dr. Hawthorn had only spared him a full dozen strokes because of one rarely 
invoked tradition at Thackstead Manor, The Pupil’s Council. The school’s rules and 
traditions allowed for a calling of The Pupil’s Council if, and only if, a particular boy’s actions 
had been an offence more against the pupil body of the establishment than the school itself. 
Prefect Horridge had argued, and the Headmaster had accepted that in this case those 
criteria had indeed been met and it had therefore been agreed that in addition to the 
imposition of a non-corporal punishment by the Headmaster, Rowles would be made to 
attend and be “tried” by a full meeting of The pupil’s Council. Going before such a Council 
was nowhere near as trivial an event as it may sound. Whilst undeniably, and quite properly 
humiliating for the accused boy, who would inevitably lose a great deal of face amongst his 
peers if found guilty, the Council did, with the full backing of the Headmaster and the 
Governors, have the ability to award penalties of it’s own, up to and including some, but not 
all forms of corporal punishment. 


It is worth mentioning at this juncture that the caning of a guilty pupil was expressly 
forbidden, as was the use of a strap, tawse or other thrashing implement. There were 
however, little known, but highly effective alternatives that could cause the guilty party 
considerable distress and an inability to sit down in comfort that rivalled anything a cane 
could inflict, as poor Timothy was going to discover shortly. 


That very evening, during Prep, another Prefect, not Horridge, entered Timothy Rowles’ 
homework room and discreetly handed Rowles a typed document. It was a formal summons 
to attend a meeting of The Pupil’s Council at 6pm the following day. In addition Rowles was 
told that at that very moment, large notices were being put up in all third, fourth and fifth form 
dormitories advising boys that their attendance at the meeting was obligatory. (First and 
second formers were excluded from these events as some of the possible penalties were 
imposed on the spot and were considered likely to shock or distress younger boys unduly). 


Rowles had nearly twenty-four hours in which to ponder his fate. It was a very unhappy 
twenty-four hours, not helped by the knowing glances many fellow pupils made towards him 
as word got around about exactly who it was that the Council intended calling to task. 


At 5.55pm the next day, having made sue his appearance was immaculate, and resigned to 
the inevitable guilty verdict & some as yet unknown form of sanction, a subdued Timothy 
Rowles made his way to the school’s theatre in the East wing of the main school building, 
where Pupil’s Council hearings were held. There had only been four such hearings in the 
previous decade, so many pupils had never attended one before. They would rely on 
Horridge, as Head Prefect to inform them how the proceedings should be 
conducted.Grabbing the double handles to the two oak doors in his hands, Timothy took a 
last deep breath and entered. The scene was impressive. There, in tiered rows of wooden 
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benches stood the entire middle and upper school. In front, on stage, stood Horridge, 
flanked by two other senior Prefects. In front of them was a long oak table, covered in a 
green baize cloth and on it were various documents and a wooden mallet for banging on the 
table to bring the meeting to order if necessary. 


“Ah Rowles, do come in, “ beckoned Horridge almost mockingly. Rowles was, after all, the 
star turn this evening. Rowles was ushered by another Prefect to a seat on one side of the 
stage where the entire room could see him clearly. The doors were bolted and Horridge 
banged his mallet to bring the noisy room to order. 


“Gentlemen, we are here this evening to hear the case of Fifth-former Timothy Rowles. As 
you will hear shortly, Rowles has been caught red-handed stealing small sums but from 
many perhaps all of you, and on more than one occasion. He has already been before Dr. 
Hawthorn, who, in a generous and perhaps even over-generous decision decided to spare 
this wretched boy the thrashing you might think he deserves. My role here tonight is merely 
to see that the Pupil’s justice is done. This means that two other Prefects will put the case 
for and against, then you, the boy’s fellow pupils will vote on both his guilt or innocence and 
the penalty, if any, he must pay. My job will then be to see that everything is done correctly 
and in a manner that portrays the democratic and fair nature of this Council. You will all now 
please be seated and remain quiet and listen carefully as the case is put to you. The 
gathering of over a hundred boys sat down and after the hubbub also died down, Horridge 
nodded to the Prefect seated at the table to the left of him. As this first Prefect, Lawson, got 
up to speak, Rowles leaned across from his chair and whispered something to the other 
Prefect on the stage, Cartwright, the Prefect given the duty of defending the accused. 


Lawson began; 

“Boys, this is a very straightforward case because the culprit was caught red-handed. His 
guilt is undeniable. He has been opening lockers, wallets, going through changing room 
clothes pockets and so on for a number of weeks, robbing his fellow pupils with little or no 
sense of shame. He has lost his freedom to go into town for two weeks and had an extra 
hour of prep imposed for a fortnight. That is the Headmaster’s punishment for Rowles. If 
you agree that he is guilty after hearing the full details in a moment, you must then consider 
what you, his fellow pupil’s punishment of him should be. At that moment, Cartwright shot to 
his feet unexpectedly and asked for permission to interrupt. Intrigued, Horridge gave 
permission. 


“Fellow Pupils of Thackstead Manor.....! My “client” Timothy Rowles wishes to assist this 
Council in it's business and by so doing throw himself on the mercy of his peers. With your 
permission | will let Timothy say what he wishes to say for himself...” 


With that a blushing Rowles got up, and looking down to the stage floor and feeling 
genuinely ashamed, he addressed the room; 


“I, |am sorry, truly | am. | did steal from many of you, not much, but enough and a number of 
times. | do not excuse or forgive myself. | ask you to sentence me as you think fair and 
proper and | will accept it totally. | only wish to save you your free time by not making you sit 
through the long and tedious process of debating my guilt, |! am guilty as charged”. 


With that he sat down, but not to silence, there was a mixture of boisterous booing from 
angry boys and at the same time some applause from those who recognised that it at least 
took some courage to address such a large crowd, admit fully his guilt and accept any 
penalty without protest. Horridge quickly ran through in his mind whether it was necessary to 
put the accused or the room through the full proceedings, but he decided it was not. 
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He stood and addressed the Council meeting again. 


“Very well boys, we have an open & shut case. The accused admits the offence. We must, 
or rather you must now vote on how we handle him. You will each be handed a slip of paper 
with three options on it. You will tick one of the three options and post your voting slip into 
the box as it is passed around. The verdict your votes impose will be final, there will be no 
further appeals and if and only if, a sanction is voted for, it will be carried out here, tonight 
with no delay. Prefects, please hand round the slips!” 


The slips handed to each boy looked like 
this; 


Option 1: 

Rowles' crime is detailed in the 
school newsletter 

but no further penalties are 
awarded by the Council 


Option Two: 


Rowles is sentenced to receive a 
"Council Spanking" 


mee | (2 
aN 


Option Three: 
Rowles is sentenced to wash the 


junior and senior boys urinals & 
showers for the rest of the Term. 


i, 


The voting was completed and then counted by those on the stage. 


Horridge studied the result before making it known to all. It was as he had quietly expected, 
and he had made all the necessary preparations for it to be carried out. He stood. 


“You have made your decision boys......... A Council Spanking!” 


There were intrigued, surprised and also, it has to be said, gleeful gasps around the room. 
Nobody but Horridge had ever witnessed a Council Spanking before, they were all 
fascinated and many felt that the public chastisement of the wretched Timothy was entirely 
justified. There were those too, of course, to whom the sight of a n athletic fifth form boy 
being bent over and spanked would be a hugely erotic pubescent thrill. 


“So it shall be then. | will conduct this in a controlled and formal manor, with everyone please 
remaining seated and taking their lead from me.Rowles, you will go with Cartwright and 
prepare yourself behind the stage and then return to the stage when called. (Rowles and 
Cartwright disappeared from view). Boys, when | call you up by class number, you will 
quickly and quietly get up, form a queue by the steps on the left side of the stage, you will 
roil your caps up into a flat shape as shown and on que you will each file past the gym horse 
which is about to be put on the stage. As you pass you will inflict one and only one good 


sound smack of your rolled cap across Rowles backside, which will be kept properly 
presented until each and every person in this theatre has exacted one swipe. 


You will fold your caps thus....(Horridge demonstrated, folding a cap over its hard rounded 
peak to form a flat oval shape). 


We'll begin....3A!” 


Thirty third formers quickly 
made their way to the side 
of the stage, rolling their 
caps as they queued. 
Some would feel sorry for 
their target and give token 
smacks, others would 
more than compensate by 
delivering their one and 
only stroke as hard as 
possible. The horse was 
produced and then the 
room fell eerily silent as 
Rowles reappeared with 
Cartwright guiding him 
right up to an over the 
horse. Timothy was 
stripped of al but his 
regulation white cotton 
underpants. E was 
trembling slightly with a 
mixture of cold and 
apprehension. The cold at 
least would be very short- 
lived. 


Once over the horse, his admittedly pert buttocks presented in a suitably exposed 
manner, two Prefects took him gently by the shoulders and remained there in order to 
hold him down forcibly at a moments notice if Rowles decided to get up and evade a 
single smack of his sentence. 


“Begin!” called out Horridge, and Rowles instinctively but foolishly tensed his behind 
defensively. There was a loud rumble as thirty boys manoeuvred their way up steps, onto 
the stage and then the first of over a hundred loud thwackkk’s!!! as boy number one raised 
his arm and in a passing stroke, whacked the fifth form bottom hard as he strode past. 

A gasp from poor Timothy, but already twenty-nine more boys were mere seconds away 
from adding to his torment. 


Thwackk! Whack! Slap! Whump ! (a badly aimed smack caused merely a dull thud) 
“3B!” called out Horridge when only five or six of the 3A boys had still to deliver their 
smacks. 


In an unbroken stream of spanks, Rowles’ bottom flinched and squirmed as one hundred 
and three boys including , at the end, the Prefects delivered his spanking. 

Even his two holders were relieved of their duty in order to come around the front of the 
horse and give their contributions. Timothy's bottom was whacked raw, there was no 


denying that. However, he had grunted, cursed silently, gasped, even shrieked on a couple 
of occasions, but he had not cried and had not in any way been broken by this highly 
humiliating and uncomfortable experience. 

He was glad it was over & awaited the instruction to get up and dress himself, but it was 
NOT over! Horridge knew there was a second and in its own way much crueller aspect to a 
Council Spanking. 


He addressed the boys about this once they were all back in their seats. 


“Boys, you have done your role in these proceedings well. There is one more duty to 
complete before the hearing can be dismissed and young Rowles allowed to skip off and 
recover himself; As well as each boy striking the guilty party, the Head Prefect is required to 
conclude the proceedings by administering a second spanking of one smack for each and 
every boy present. | will now take Rowles over my knee in full view of you all and give him 
103 spanks.” 


Rowles face expressed his horror at what he had just heard, and yet, and yet, he found 
himself submissively lowering himself over Horridge’s lap once Horridge had removed his 
blazer, rolled his shirtsleeves and loosened his tie. A towel had also been placed over his 
thighs. The entire room leaned forward in amazement as they heard Horridge say, “This 
part of the procedure is traditionally carried out on the exposed buttocks so that the school 
can see the results of their handiwork’. 


“No!” Timothy protested as his underpants were then wrenched down to below his knees, 
exposing a wonderfully rounded but already well marked and reddened bottom. Undaunted, 
Horridge raised his arm and his large right hand high and smacked it sharply down on 
Timothy’s left cheek, then again on the right, three on the left, six on the right. 


“Oww! Ow! Owch! Ahh!” Rowles was hurting now. The hard fast spanking on a n already 
tormented backside was painful and it was relentless. He bucked, he squirmed, he even 
found himself trying to obstruct matters with his hands, but Prefects swiftly pulled them clear 
and Horridge’s response was to spank with even greater vigour. Rowles was actually 
shedding a few tears before sixty had been given, but he managed to hide this from 
everyone. As the final twenty hard spanks were smacked down furiously onto his throbbing, 
swollen rump, he slumped weakly over the Prefects lap and took his punishment, it was all 
he could do. His chest heaved as the disgrace, pain and humiliation of this final near-naked 
chastisement registered. 


He got up a temporarily broken boy. Snivelling and sobbing, he was asked what he had to 
say to his fellow pupils, and in a final act of contrition, and wiping tears from his eyes as he 
did so, he mumbled, “I’m sorry! I’m very sorry!” 


Horridge was now satisfied, as was every boy present. The thief had been taught his lesson, 
it was over. The Council Meeting was dismissed. Maybe some of the boys would have felt 
even more pity for Timothy if they could have heard him lying in his bed half an hour later in 
the dorm. 


“mmm, ss,orry!!” he repeated in whispers to himself over and over as the full trauma of his 
ordeal sank in. He more or less cried himself to sleep like a boy half his age might. Rowles 
would never steal as much as a postage stamp in his adult life, so profound was the 
experience of being spanked in front of and BY! Virtually every boy in the school. 


A sharp dozen from Dr. Hawthorn’s senior boys cane would gave been a mercy by 
comparison, and Dr. Hawthorn knew it!. 


The Best 
Medicine 
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Brits Awaiting Floggings in Saudi allege 
Confessions extracted under Torture 


Eleven British men continue to be held by Saudi Police in connection with a series of 
bombings. The bombings were allegedly the violent end result of a vicious power 
struggle between rival alcohol supply gangs operating in the “dry” State. 


One man faces the death penalty after admitting involvement in a bombing outrage, and 
others have been sentenced to jail sentences and up to five hundred (!) strokes of the 
cane 


Some of the sentenced men have leaked out tales of confessions obtained whilst 
enduring electric shocks, cigarettes being stubbed out on sensitive areas of their body 
and other tortures. 


None of the men has been allowed any contact whatsoever with a solicitor since they 
were sentenced in November 2000, and their families claim that Foreign Office 
diplomats are refusing to act put on any political pressure to save the men from the 
floggings. The reason could well be that the Saudis are about to award large and highly 
lucrative oil exploitation contracts worth billions, and two British companies are hoping 
their bids will be successful. 

It is undeniable that in the past, British governments have been quite prepared to turn a 
blond eye to all manner of human rights breaches and repressive activities by the 
regime in Saudi Arabia. To our Government oil and money are more important than a 
few floggings, or so it seems. 


“Excruciating Pain of My Fifty lashes” 


The last Briton to be flogged in one of the Gulf States has described the “excruciating 
pain and humiliation” of the punishment. 


Gavin Sherrard-Smith was given 50 lashes with a bamboo cane in a Qatar prison six 
years ago. He has warned the families of the men currently awaiting beatings not to rely 
on any help from the UK Government saving them from receiving the canings they have 
been sentenced to. 


“Money speaks louder than people” the 37-year-old explained. “My Mother was assured 
by Embassy officials that the flogging sentence would be commuted... | did not realise 
the human body can generate and tolerate such pain’. 


“It is nonsense that the officer doing the caning has a copy of the Koran under his arm to 
limit the severity of the strokes, they are doing it for real’. 


A Court official and two guards watched as he was led into a dimly lit room, searched to 
ensure he had no padding on his person, then made to lie spread-eagled on the floor. 
After a medical check, the beating began. 


“The caner worked his way up and down the body from the shoulder blades to the 
calves. The pain grew to the point where my whole back felt like it was on fire. Before 
long | had no idea where he was hitting even though my clothes were being torn by the 
strokes. During the last ten | thought | would pass out” 


The caning is not hard enough to break the skin but enough to welt. The cane used was 
a metre long and 10mm thick and they strike hard enough for the bamboo to sometimes 
break. 


The last Brit caned in the Gulf States was John Kelly in 1985. he received a full two 
hundred and fifty lashes! The punishment being given in doses of 50 strokes at a time 
over a period of months until the full 250 had been administered. 


Yet More Saudi Lashings 


Shoppers in a mall in Khobar, eastern Saudi Arabia were summoned to watch three 
young men being given 15 lashes for chasing girls, failing to pray at the appointed time 
and threatening officers of the religious police. 


That's it for this month, see you all in October.... 
Happy Holidays From The Team 
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had never been spanked as a child although all my friends spent some time over 

their dad's knees while he would explain their errors to them. Somehow | felt left out. 
| figured out later in life that it was not an aversion to spanking that drove my father, it 
was more an aversion to kids in general, he simply wasn't interested enough in us to 
be bothered to take an active role in our rearing. 


| was not the best behaved kid in the world and by rights should have had my backside 
beaten quite a bit, to tell the truth, but it never happened. What also never happened was 
the fun things in life, being taken to a film or an amusement park, we never did anything like 
that and it wasn't due to a lack of money, Dad made good wages, it was due to a lack of 
interest on his part for having much of anything to do with his children. 

My friends that did get spanked on occasion also had parents that did things with them, went 
all kinds of places of interest, did silly little things like load all the kids in the car and go out 
for an ice-cream cone, something that simple was not in my father’s field of interest at all. 
Somehow | grew to believe that getting spanked was tied in somehow and | would have 
been perfectly willing to accept the spankings if some of the fun stuff went with them. 

Now | am of an age when spanking was not only accepted but almost approved for use in 
discipline, especially for boys, and | can remember when | got into the fifth form and had to 
get undressed for gym class and then shower afterwards in a big gang shower with about 
thirty other naked guys seeing the signs of some ‘parental guidance’ quite visible on various 
bums over the years. | was in heaven at this time of my life for | knew | was gay from an 
early age and this was the first time in my life that | was in a setting where nudity was 
expected and | could gaze on other boy's naked bodies with impunity. | would be erect in the 
locker room and shower almost all the time during those days but then again most of us 
were anyway so it went pretty much unnoticed. Anyway, boys of that age are either erect or 
almost erect all the time anyhow. 

Many times during that first year and for quite a few years to come you could see some guy 
had received a spanking since the last class. One lad used to show up with square edged 
stripes on his bottom, later on I'd find out that they were made by a belt, and another used to 
appear in the shower with his entire bum almost maroon from where he had been beaten 
with a leather paddle. Just about all the guys showed up sooner or later with signs of being 
spanked on their bottoms except for me, my bum stayed white and unmarked. All of this 
went uncommented upon, it was just considered a normal part of being a boy in those days 
and there would be no calling of Social Services or some group like that just because a boy 
had been a spanked. 

| don't think | need to tell you with my interest in spankings and interest in bare male bodies 
that | was pretty aroused most of the time in the shower. It was almost like being let loose in 
a sweet shop though of course | couldn't act on anything, just look. Once, after seeing one 
kid that had had a pretty good thrashing with a belt and still had stripes all over his rear end | 
actually had a spontaneous ejaculation in the shower but as | faced the wall quickly it went 
unnoticed by anyone else and the water of the shower and the steam hid the evidence. 
During the summer months | also got my fill of gazing at naked guys, one of my friends and | 
used to go skinny-dipping in the river that ran by my house. The pool was secluded so 
although we might head out wearing our cut down shorts that we used for swim wear they 
didn't stay on very long once we got to the pool, swimming in the nude is much more fun. 
Very often he would show up with his cute white behind a much darker and brighter shade, 
more scarlet than white, for he had just had another spanking. Fortunately we were erect 
most of the time when we were swimming, | guess it was because of the 'naughtiness' of 
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swimming that way, we knew it was not parental approved. He didn't mind talking about his 

spankings, he had a liking to smoke cigarettes and his dad had the opposite view and every 

time he caught him puffing away would take his trousers and underwear down and over the 

knees he went for another spanking. He got spanked for smoking so often that I'd swear his 

dad's handprint was permanently imprinted on his bum. | think his record was getting caught 

four times in one day and getting tanned each time. His dad said that he really didn't think 

that spanking him was doing any good but he was going to continue to do so as long as he 

smoked to show how much he disapproved of the habit. My friend said that the spankings 

didn't impress him all that much, sure they hurt but not for long and he made sure to cry and 

scream like his father was killing him to get the spankings cut short. His little brother was a 

partner in crime when it came to smoking and they shared many a time taking turns over 

Dad's knees crying and wailing while he warmed their buns for them. 

His dad used the classic method of spanking a boy, trousers and underpants to the ankles 

and then over the knees and bent at the waist so his legs were hanging down and then 

spanking his entire bottom with his hand. He was a big man and spanked pretty hard even 

though it was just with his hand, the boy's behinds would be scarlet and hot when he got 
done with them. One summer | actually tried to get a spanking of my own from this man, he 

had received permission of a sort from my father when he mentioned it might be an 

interesting experiment to see if my bottom would turn as red as his sons' seeming as | was 
normally involved in the same mischief but it never happened - | got sent home and his sons 
got the spankings. I've often wondered what my interests would be if | had had just one real 
spanking from this man as a boy. At age 13 or so I'm sure it would have made an impression 
on me. 

Once | actually got to see my friend get a spanking. | was waiting in the hayloft of the barn 
for him to play when he came into the barn being dragged by the arm by his father. | quietly 
went over until | could see down through a crack in the floor of the loft and watched as he 
had his pants taken down and pulled over his father's knees and got his white behind 
spanked fiery red and hot, | saw every smack of his dad's strong right hand. 

The visual of watching his bottom turn colour and the sounds of his dad's hand smacking his 
bare backside and his crying and begging for the spanking to stop were too much for me to 
take and for the second time in my life | ejaculated without touching myself, making a sticky 
mess out of my underpants. | vowed then and there to someday get a spanking of my own. 
Preferably more than one. : 

| came down out of the loft as soon as his dad left the barn and found my friend still sobbing 
and standing there with his trousers and pants still near his ankles. His scarlet behind gave 
me another erection and it got even worse when instead of being embarrassed knowing that 
| had seen him getting spanked, he asked me to run cold water from the hose in the milk 
- room over his burning bum. He stepped out of his clothes and left them laying there on the 
barn floor and | followed him into the milk room where he handed me the hose and bent way 
over showing me everything that he owned. | had never seen another guy's arsehole before 
_ and running the cold water over his fiery behind | got to study it a lot and almost added to the 
mess in my underpants. | ran cold water all over his behind until it numbed. He saved me 
from anointing my shorts again by deciding that his bum was cooled down enough and stood 


up. 

in 1995 | advertised for the first time and also found this magazine and started to meet other 
guys who shared my interests in discipline. | got several responses from men willing to 
spank me and actually met up with a few of them. The first couple of men did indeed give 
me a good spanking, or rather spankings, but it was not exactly what | was looking for. So 
many different 'tools' were used on my willing bottom that | actually felt more like a testing 
ground than a boy getting a spanking which is what | wanted. I'm not complaining, mind you, 
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these were great experiences and | got to feel what a leather paddle, strap and belt felt like 
across my cheeks but it seemed overkill to me and not what a father would do to an errant 
son. 

| can't imagine a father saying to his misbehaving boy "Go up to your room and wait for me, 
I'll be up shortly to use my hand/belt/hairbrush/strap/etc. to spank you." My idea of a typical 
spanking would go more like the father maybe starting the spanking with his hand and them 
maybe using a belt or strap or some such thing for the finishing touches or just using the tool 
of preference from the start and all through the spanking. 

| started a correspondence with a wonderful man, who shall remain nameless but | hope you 
read this and. know who | am and how appreciative | am. He was going to be in my area and 
we made arrangements for him to visit me. We had discussed what | was interested in 
before he got here and it was flat out wonderful, just what | was looking for. Maybe not as 
hard as | could desire, I'm still looking for that special someone that can take me over the 
edge to tears with a spanking but it was great! 

We started out with him taking me over his knees while he was sitting on my couch, my feet 
were on the floor and my chest resting on the seat cushions. My bum was well presented 
and he started out by spanking the seat of my jogging pants long and hard with his hand. It 
didn't hurt a lot but | was drooling in my underpants. 

After a brief respite | was back over his knees again, this time with my trousers removed and 
my white briefs looking at him. Another spanking was administered on my underwear and it 
felt great, my bum was heating up and the front of my underpants looked like | had wet them 
from all the fluid that was leaking out of my penis. 

Another rest to catch our breath and it was the moment of truth - | was back over his knees 
once more with my now bare and red behind sticking up for him to deal with. He spanked 
and spanked, covering every inch of my bum with his hand and making it sting and then did 
something really wonderful. He got me to open my crack for his attention by the simple 
expedient of grabbing my balls and lifting and spanked my crack and anus as hot as the rest 
of my bottom. It was terrific, nobody took the trouble to do that before and it felt like a real 
father/son spanking. | told him how much that turned me on so he gave me some extra ones 
‘inside there. His using my balls for a handle to make me move was a big turn on as well, 
everyone else had ignored them. 

He spanked my bare bottom again after another rest and then finished me off with a few 
strokes with his belt. That was done with me having me stand with my head down on the 
seat of the couch, legs spread wide and fully exposed while he laid a few good stripes with 
his belt across my red backside. That position felt so right for some reason, part of a 
spanking is the embarrassment of being made to expose parts of your body that you 
normally keep hidden from view for the spanker to use as he will. | don't feel embarrassed to 
be seen like that but | can understand how a boy would feel. 

| really wish that | could have gone all the way with this wonderful man and cry but | just ° 
couldn't. He had given me the spanking that | had dreamed of getting all my life and more 
but my bum just didn't hurt enough for me to cry from the pain. The experience was 
wonderful and for a while there when | was over his lap with my bare bum sticking up | did. 
feel like a boy getting a spanking from his dad. | have a feeling that the only way I'm ever 
going to possibly cry from a spanking is to get a full fledged, no holds barred, beating on my 
bare bottom with a cane without a warm-up spanking first. Someday | hope to find a man 
that | can trust to do this for me. | don't want a beating; | want a caning in the traditional 
sense of the word, just me, the man doing the job, a cane and my bare behind. 


Until then, thanks 'Dad' wherever you are, you know who you are and can't begin to imagine 
how much | enjoyed our spanking session that day. 
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Recollections From School 


The Wrong Attitude 


Jm_ Bill Johnstone. | was in my last years at school 
and was getting used to turning heads. At just over 6 
feet tall, and with a lean muscular physique, brown hair 
and green eyes, | was every bit the school Rugby 
captain. A lot of younger lads looked up to me and like 
them and most of the boys at The Grammar School we 
idolised our games Coach. 


Academically, | was doing alright, but my teachers and 
parents knew that | was capable of much better - but so far 
at school, socialising and sport were my priorities. However, 
| was entering the two years that would determine my 
University entrance, and, although | didn't appreciate it yet, it 
was time for me to start concentrating on my work. 


Still, such thoughts were far from my mind as | jogged onto the rugby field at the head of the 
First XV. | was looking fit and ready in my crisp, and clean senior team kit -black shorts, with 
a green and black jersey and socks. The rest of team followed me out while my parents, 
along with teachers and other students in the crowd applauded enthusiastically. 

| looked up into the crowd to see my father and big brother watching. | gave them a wave. 
My 20 yr old brother Angus had come down from University to see this match, as both Dad 
and Angus himself had also been First XV Captain of Grammar, and they were very keen to 
see if the latest Captain would live up to the reputation. | smiled cheerfully as they both 
waved back and | ran over to join my team as the opposition Boys' College team ran on to 
polite applause. This game was the traditional season warm-up at the start of the winter. | 
had been eagerly looking forward to it for months and had been training all summer. | was fit 
and ready to play the best footy of my life so far. 

Only one thought clouded my mood - one of the Wingers of the other team was Frank 
Gibson. | had been playing footy against Gibson for nearly 10 years, but had grown to hate 
him pretty much from the first time we’d met. Gibson used dirty tactics to try and win at all 
costs - not at all the attitude that the Grammar boys were taught. The thing that always got 
me was how Gibson managed to get away with it - when any one on my team would get 6 of 
the best as a minimum, and quite probably be kicked off the team. Coach Hawke would 
demand nothing less. So, it was with mixed emotions that | noticed that Gibson wasn't in the 
run-on side. He was sitting on the sideline, in the team track-suit - must be being rested. | 
then looked over at our coach standing by the field - and nodded as he yelled 
encouragement to his boys. 


Coach Hawke also watched his handsome Captain preparing for the game to begin. He had 
great hopes for this boy, feeling that Bill could lead this team to the Schools' Championship, 
while also being a great pin up recruitment poster for both Grammar School applications in 
the wider community, and also for Rugby within the school itself. 


The crowd cheered loudly as the whistle was blown and the ball thrown in, and the game 
begun. Over the first half, our team played sparkling Rugby and completely outplayed the 
Boys' College team. 
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| got a giant roar from the crowd and Dad and Angus were ecstatic, when | scored the first 
try, and then converted it. By the half time whistle, the Grammar boys were on 18, and the 
College 3 - a big difference for College to make-up in the second half. We were bubbling 
with excitement in the dressing room at half time, as we psyched themselves up to a fever 
pitch with war-cries, while they cleaned-up and gulped down sports drinks. | called the room 
to a hush to address the players as | stood on the bench in the centre of the room. 

"Guys !" | bellowed "guys listen" as my team mates turned towards me. 

| smiled at the quiet, saying "Thanks ... | just want to say that we are gonna go out there and 
destroy these boys .. we're gonna WIN !!!" At that, the team all joined in bellowing "Win, Win, 
Win". 

The coach watched them thunder out of the room, shaking his head in wonder at the 
aggressive attitude of his young gentlemen. He sure hoped they would win, but also was 
hoping that cost would not be too high, particularly as it looked like Gibson was going to be 
playing for College this half. 


| noticed Gibson run on too, and after the aggressive team bonding before | felt ready to deal 
with my nemesis. | clapped his hands and bellowed "C'mon Grammar" as the team formed 
up for the start of play. 

College started the second half like men possessed. Playing aggressively and scoring a try 
quickly. Gibson was immediately making his presence felt, pushing and shoving Grammar 
boys and orchestrating some unorthodox plays on field. 

| was seething as | noticed one of our guys getting tripped by Gibson. No one had tried that 
on me yet - probably because they knew I'd belt them one. | was about to go over and 
confront Gibson, when | heard Coach calling me. 

| jogged over to the sideline - "Yeah Coach ?"| said, grabbing a drink of cold water. 

Coach Hawke put his hand on my shoulders and looked me in the eye, "| can see what 
Gibson's doing to some of the guys Bill". 

My eyes flashed with anger "Yeah | know .. if they try that on me I'll ....." 

The coach interrupted “You'll do nothing Bill - we'll complain officially later, but no 
responding on the field ." 

"But coach!!" | complained.... 

"But nothing" said the Coach, "I'm holding YOU responsible for stopping any fights Bill - we 
will not respond on the field, or I'll put some stripes on your backside !". 

| looked up at his coach with a look of surprise and concern. The coach softened his threat 
by ruffling my hair and slapping my shoulder saying "not that it'd make much of an impact on 
an Ox like you". 

| smiled slightly and said "Aww .. c'mon coach. you know we are all still a bit scared of your 
cane." | vividly remembered the sting of being caned by the coach a couple of years before, 
but after my exemplary conduct and robust growth of the last two seasons, it had become a 
running gag by the Coach that | was "so tough now that the cane wouldn't hurt him, it would 
just bounce off my muscular backside". Still, | was sure the cane would bite hard if it was 
applied again, and | wasn't too keen to find out just how much it hurt. 

Finally | looked up again and said "Ok coach.. I'll keep the guys in line", and | turned to run 
back to my team-mates. 


Coach smiled slightly at his star player as he ran back, giving him a good long look at the 
very backside they had been discussing. He sighed deeply that there was no boy in the 
school who had a better backside for caning, but there was also no boy who deserved it 
less. Coach Hawke remembered last time he'd heard in the staff room that Bill Johnstone 
had been caned. Four strokes for accumulated de-merit points for not keeping his shirt 
tucked in. It was given by the lad's housemaster last year - who said that he just bent over 
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calmly, wearing tight uniform shorts, and counted each stroke, stood, thanked the Master, 
apologised for his sloppiness, shook his hand and left when given permission. Very calm, 
and without a quaver in his voice - the lad left the room almost as though nothing had 
happened, when most boys, even at 16 or 17 would be rubbing their bums, and have damp 
eyes. Hawke had drunk in every word describing that session, and was very jealous he 
hadn't been able to perform that punishment. He knew most of the staff felt the same way - 
they loved the fact that the Captain of the XV was such a polite, well-behaved role model in 
most respects, but equally they all wanted to see a cane strike hard across that well formed 
backside at least once more before he left the school. Hawke knew he was being unfair on 
Bill, effectively threatening him with the cane if anyone in the team responded violently to the 
taunts and physical abuse of Gibson and the College team. Still, he knew the lad could and 
would take it like a man. He wouldn't take this strategy with any other boy. In a funny way - it 
was a mark of respect for his captain. With that thought he sat back to watch his boys play. 


| was true to my word - | cajoled and threatened and helped keep the players tempers cool 
as the opposition continued with the dirty tactics on everyone but me. Gibson have me a 
couple of crunching, but legal, tackles and | kept my cool. 


Coach was beginning to believe he shouldn't have wamed Bill and just caned him for any 
blow-up without waming. But the coach liked his players too much to try that - even for the 
chance at caning the most caneable of bums. Then he noticed a scuffle and a couple of 
raised voices. Gibson had pushed at Williams, and Williams had shoved back. Bill jogged 
over to obviously try and calm his boy down, but Gibson started yelling at him too, and gave 
him a shove. Coach watched as Bill tried again to calm everyone down, but Gibson was 
clearly angry and said something that got Bill angry because he shoved the opposition 
player back. A bit more arguing ensued. Coach was on his feet, wondering whether to 
intervene. Play had stopped and the referee had gone to calm the boys down - except that 
Gibson and Bill Johnstone were having a full blown argument, and Bill finally had enough 
and threw a vicious right punch and decked the other player. The partisan crowd went wild 
applauding the home captain, who started limping off the field, even as the Referee blew his 
whistle and signalled that he was sent off for the rest of the game. 


Coach couldn't believe it. He growled at me as | stomped past " go and cool off in the 
showers, you know what to expect after". | just muttered a "yes Sir" and went into the 
changing shed. | was angry now, and didn't much care for the consequences. 

As | went into the locker room | pulled my jersey off and threw it across the room and swore 
loudly. | then pulled my boots off and dumped them on the floor. | left a trail of clothing as | 
pulled items off on the way to the shower. 

As | ran a hot shower and put myself under it - | started thinking about the punishment to 
come, | knew that, Captain or not, and provoked or not, | would get one harsh caning very 
soon. | was still angry at what Gibson had said and done, and didn't care if my own backside 
was going to get it, | would never let a team-mate be abused like that. 

| heard the final whistle of the game as | dried off and pulled on my tight training shorts over 
my jock, as required before a caning from Coach. | was packing my locker when my sullen 
team-mates came trooping in and ripping their jerseys off. They had lost. 

Williamson came up to me and offered his hand "Thanks for your help out there mate". With 
a smile | took it and said "that's ok mate". 

Williamson smiled and patted my back and said "Sorry you got sent off but that guy so 
deserved it". 

| laughed slightly and said, "He sure did". 

Williamson laughed too saying "I just hope you don't cop it from Coach". 

| smiled slightly and just said "Oh | think you can bet that | will". 
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As they got ready for the showers, most of the team came over to congratulate me on my 
actions. They had all suffered under Gibson's tormenting, and had heard what had 
happened with Williamson, and were glad their Captain had stood up for them. 

That was when Coach Hawke came in. "C'mon boys" he bellowed “hit the showers - captain 
Courageous here and | need to had a chat”. 

The team laughed nervously and headed for the showers wondering what Coach was going 
to say to me. I’m sure they hoped | wouldn't get into trouble. 

| stood to face Coach. 

Coach looked at me and said "| warned you mate " 

| hung my head slightly, but said "Yeah | know coach .. it's just .... what he said to 
Williamson was just unforgivable". 

Coach folded his arms and said "So what did he say ?”. 

| recounted the story of how Gibson had started slapping the Grammar guys on their inner 
thighs really hard and then whispering obscene comments about how they all were pansies 
who liked it. Then with Williamson he just sent a bit further - grabbing his balls and taunting 
him about how this was his life's wish. 

Coach Hawke watched impassively as | told the story. | became more agitated as | told the 
final details, saying "... and so | go over to calm it down, like you said to do Coach, and 
Gibson says “oh look here comes your jealous boyfriend" and starts going on about how 
Williams lusted after me or something , so | told him to shut up and he then said something 
about how you Coach were ...umm ... having your way with us all .. and that we were all 
loving it .. Sir. So | decked him" 


Coach could believe his ears — “that Gibson sure had a mouth on him! I'm not surprised you 
lost it. He smiled wryly and added "You also broke his nose Bill” 

Despite my impending punishment | smiled broadly and said "Did 1? al-riiight !", and punched 
the air in victory. *s 

"This is no laughing matter Bill chided the Coach gently. "You need to be punished". 

"Yes Sir, | know Sir" | said. 


Coach led me over to the other side of the locker-room. 
"Bend over and touch your toes,” said Coach. 


The rowdy noise of the team under the showers filtered through - so Coach knew he had a 
few minutes of relative privacy still, as he watched me bend over. He picked up his heavy 
senior cane and tapped it on the tight fabric. "12 of the best Bill” said the Coach, "we expect 
the highest standards form you”. 


Coach Hawke smiled slightly as the boisterous noise of the team in the showers died as they 
obviously listened in. He drew the cane back again and thwwwwacked it lower across my 
backside. 


‘Two sir". 


Three. Four. Five . Six. The strokes whacked across my backside, Still | called the numbers 
out in a clear voice. Coach noticed a few of the rest of the team sneaking a peak at what 
was going on as he thwaaacked the next stroke hard across the lower part of my bum. 
"S-seven sir, ", my voice cracking slightly. 

He brought the next stroke down low too. 

“Aaagh ... eight sir" | moaned, gasping for breath. 


Then as coach was about to bring the next stroke down he head a voice from the side say 
"uh Sir?" He turned and looked at Williamson standing with a towel wrapped around his 
waist. 

"What is it Williamson?" he snapped "can't you see I'm busy ?" 

Williamson gulped and looked at the cane nervously saying "yes Sir .. sorry sir .. it's just we 
all just want to say that we .. the guys .. think you are being too harsh on Bill here, and he 
was only standing up for us Sir" 

"Is that right? " said the Coach before turning to me and saying "Bill stand up and explain it 
to him please." 


| stood slowly and turned, red faced, to face my teammate. | was really grateful they were 
trying to save my hide, but couldn't let them get into trouble too. | took a deep breath, looked 
Williamson in the eye and said "Thanks for trying mate, | appreciate it, but Coach told me at 
the beginning of the second half that he was going to hold me responsible if there was any 
on field fighting - so seeing | started the only fight.. | guess you can see I've got this coming!" 
| smiled slightly as | looked to the Coach who nodded, so bent back over. 


The Coach shrugged at Williamson "Go back and finish your shower mate, he's ok ". 
Williamson nodded glumly and went back. Coach retook his aim - tapping the cane on my 
bum, before bringing it down hard again. 


"Nine Sir". 
He then took aim and gave the last three hard and fast across the lowest part of my bum. | 


gasped at the sudden pain. 
"Arrgh ... te...eleven ... twelve Sir" | stuttered. 


Coach put the cane down and said "Ok , Bill, you can stand now". 
| stood slowly and shook coach's hand and gently rubbed my blazing behind. 


Coach Hawke smiled back and ruffled my hair "You're a good lad, | hope you've learnt a 
lesson from this" before adding "a... and the rest of you can stop listening and get in here". 
The rest of the team came in quietly looking worriedly at me. A few asked, "Are you OK 
mate?" | nodded and pulled my tracksuit pants over my shorts and then pulled on a shirt. 


The coach looked over his team "I know you think | was too hard on Bill. But he's Captain 
and we expect the highest standards from him, and we will not tolerate fighting on the field - 
it reflects badly on us. But he's taken his stripes and this matter is now forgotten from my 
point of view." 


The team sighed with relief, and packed their bags and were chatting good naturedly as they 
headed out the door. | was last of the team out, and saw my brother waiting for him, leaning 
on his car. Angus smiled at me, "Good right hook mate" and shoved me playfully before 
asking, "so did you cop any flak?" 


"Yeah" | nodded, “| got caned - 12 of the best," before rubbing my sore bum. 

"Phew" whistled Angus "that's a bit harsh isn't it ?" | nodded but said "Yeah .. but he said | 
was supposed to never react to the taunting , and he charged me with keeping the team 
under control and | threw the first punch so ...." and | shrugged my acceptance. 

Angus looked at me, "That's a good way to look at it" and then smiled and said "dad was 
very impressed with how you played - and so wants me to treat you to a big slap up meal so 
we can catch up before | get the train back to Uni. He said he'll see you at home." 

"Cool" | said, with a broad grin as we got into the car and headed into town. © 
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Disciplined Lives - 7 


Another in our occasional series of the effects of Childhood discipline: 
This month: 
End Of Term Punishments 


| oo Hicks is a very serious boy. He had every reason to be, with a father like the 
commander. But as well as the very reasonable fear of his father’s punishments, 
he desperately wanted to excel at everything he did - lessons, sport, model making, 
religion, the army cadets. He had to be the best. And he wanted more than anything to | 
impress his father with his toughness. He had decided, in a carefully thought-out 
decision, that one way of doing that was to take the beatings that came his way as 
bravely as possible...... 


But taking a whacking bravely would not just impress my father; regular whacking, | was 
convinced, would make me tough. So | deliberately set out to get myself slippered and 
caned as often as possible. | didn't enjoy being beaten but | realised that corporal 
punishment was a necessary and beneficial part of growing up, and the more | got of it, the 
better | would be. 

In the last six months another element had been added to my peculiar approach to life. | had 
discovered masturbation. Johnson and Sims had first talked about it and then told me how it 
was done. | had tried it. Enjoyed it. And decided that it was wrong — possibly the greatest sin 
| had yet committed. But | couldn't stop myself. I'd even done it in French when | was sitting 
in the back row, with my hand deep in my trouser pocket. And a messy business that had 
been. Something would have to be done. 

And then the idea came to me. Since wanking was obviously a crime | ought to be punished. 
But | couldn't very well get my knob out in public so that I'd be caught and whacked. But | 
could — and should — arrange to receive as severe a beating as possible, for something or 
other, as soon afterwards as | could. Even better, | wouldn't allow myself to toss off till I'd 
received a damn good hiding. 

The plan worked well. | selected a prefect called Robson; walked past him with my hands in 
my pockets, and then, when Robson told me to “take 'em out", turned and calmly told the 
prefect to fuck off. 

The whacking was done in the boot room. | bent over and gripped my ankles and Robson 
pulled my shirt out of the back of my trousers. The gymshoe was a size twelve, with a heavy 
rubber sole. Robson applied it at full strength with a good run up, and it hurt tremendously. | 
took the first three or four in silence without too much difficulty. After that the stinging fire 
was driven deep into my muscles and it required a real effort of will to keep to my tightly 
bending position and to make no sound. A full six left my bottom burning horribly. 

| went straight up to the gym changing room — a deserted place at this time of day. Briefly | 
examined my bruised rear end in the mirror — and then got down to business. My knob was 
already stiff and | allowed the sensation to flood through me as my hand slowly and 
luxuriously did its stuff. I'd equipped myself with a wad of toilet paper and at last | shot a 
satisfying gob of spunk efficiently into it. 

Three days later, though, | needed to do it again. My prick kept pushing out at the front of my 
trousers at the most awkward moments. This time | ‘accidentally’ put a dirty mark on my gym 
shorts. ‘Bull’ Corcoran, the gym master, made me strip off naked and lashed my bare bottom 
with a skipping rope. It was four strokes, low down on my tightly muscled buttocks, right 
where it hurt all over again when | sat down in the next lesson. But later that afternoon, as | 
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showered after my run, | could hardly control my knob's swelling, and then | ran off to the 
gym changing room again. My hand got to work and the silky sliding of my hand over my 
throbbing cock was all the sweeter for the pain | had undergone in order to give myself 
permission for this. 

And each of these punishments was recorded in my Lett's Schoolboy's Diary. This had been 
a present from my father, who had issued strict instructions that every mark given for work, 
every try scored at rugby or run at cricket, every detention or set of lines, every dose of the 
slipper, every caning, or any other sort of beating should be recorded for his inspection at 
the end of term. Of course, beatings were recorded in the punishment book and the number 
placed on the report — just as in the commander's own school: but the commander also 
knew that many whackings escaped the record; but | wouldn't know which ones; so | would 
have to keep an honest record; or I'd be in deep, deep trouble. 

In addition to all this information for my father, | also conscientiously recorded each 
experiment with masturbation. Not openly, obviously: just a discreet underlining of one letter 
in the month, so only he would know that it wasn't just an aimless doodle. 

End of term. No invitation to my father. This headmaster didn't go in for such a thing. But he 
did have boys up to explain their poor records. 

"You've got seventeen whackings in the book, Hicks. More than any other boy in your form. 
How do you explain that, eh?" 

"| don't know, sir," | said, looking at my shoes. The real total was nearer thirty, so | hadn't 
done so badly just to get seventeen in the book. 

"But it's a pretty shocking total, isn't it?" 

"Yes, sir. I'm sorry, sir." 

"| can't let it pass, you know, can |?" 

"No, sir." 

"Very well. Let's get on with it." He stood up and came round the desk. "Take your jacket off 
and go and bend over the back of the settee." 

| did as | was told. My trousers were taut across my backside. The headmaster pulled my 
shirt clear and then took up position. 

"I'm well aware, Hicks, that a lot of whackings don't get into the book, so your record must be 
very bad indeed. I'm going to give you a dozen strokes. | know you'll try to take them 
bravely. | don't mind if you make a noise. But if you get up | shall add three strokes to your 
punishment. Is that clear?" 

"Yes, sir," | said, from the depths of the settee. | had already decided that twelve whacks 
would allow me to toss off twice, but | certainly wasn't going to yell if | could help it. Under 
my rules, | would lose the right to wank if | made a sound............ 


The headmaster was an expert flogger. Not quite in the commander's class, but nonetheless 
a man who could deliver a beating to subdue the most unruly boy. He had considered 
making Hicks lower his trousers, but there was no point in excess severity before it was 
needed. He stepped back and launched himself into the punishment. The cane cracked 
across the boy's bottom, a high-pitched report like the cracking of a carter's whip. Each one 
delivered with a good run up to maximise the speed of the cane's tip at the point of impact. 
But six strokes later, Martin had still made no sound. The headmaster thought he had heard 
a low gasp escape from his mouth, but nothing more. This would not do....... 


"Stand up, Hicks." | pushed myself upright. "Pull down your trousers and underpants." 
Without any hesitation, | unbuttoned my trousers and pushed them down — and my pants — 
right down to my ankles. "Bend over again." | lowered myself once more over the settee 
back, presenting my now naked bottom for the rest of the caning. 
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The headmaster knew how terrible it was to have to strip naked in the middle of a beating 
and thought that it would do no harm to intensify the experience for this particular boy. He 
hoisted the boy's shirt over his back. The white skin was criss-crossed by the six purple 
weals. Six more would do the trick. 


| clenched myself as the cane lashed into my now unprotected flesh. | was prepared for it, 
having been caned with nothing on since | was a smail boy, but the torture went to the very 
centre of my being, as it always did. Only my willpower and strength of purpose kept me 
from yelling or getting up. Once, my knees collapsed under me and | scrabbled to regain my 
feet, but | forced my head to stay down in the settee, always offering my backside to the 
cane. It was very hard and very terrible. 

The headmaster saw him struggle to keep his position and thought, Now I've got him, and 
lashed the cane into his lacerated buttocks even harder, but the boy made no sound other 
than a gasp for breath. There was a bead of blood on the outside curve of his right buttock. 
The last was the worst — as it should have been — but still the boy made no sound of pain, 
though he must have been suffering terribly. 

"Get up.” 


| stood up. I'm sure my face showed the pain that | was feeling and my eyes showed how 
seriously | took this punishment. | was a boy who was repentant, accepting completely that | 
had deserved a beating as severe as this - and more. A boy who cared deeply about the 


had deserved a beating as severe as this — and more. A boy who cared deeply about the 
headmaster's good opinion and who wanted, above all, to take my medicine bravely. 
Painfully, | pulled up my pants and then my trousers. | put on my jacket and signed the book 
to show that I’d accepted his punishment, agreed that | had deserved '12 strokes — 6 on 
trousers — 6 on the bare bottom’. | shook the headmaster's hand. 

Walking was painful, as it always was after a severe caning. My bottom felt as though it was 
exploding. And my knob was standing up already, as stiff as a flagpole. Before | left for the 
station, | retired to my favourite wanking place, the gym changing room, fished my straining 
prick out of my trousers and slowly restored a little humanity to the suffering meat of my 
loins. 

The last part of my journey home was on an old corridor-less train. | had the compartment to 
myself. There was a little mirror above the seat opposite (though | had spent a great deal of 
the journey standing up). By standing on the seat, dropping my trousers and looking over my 
shoulder, hanging on to the luggage rack at the same time, | could see the lines of swollen 
bruises across my bottom. It was still very painful, but more as a fierce heat than the initial 
terrible lashing sting. Naturally, my hand went to my groin once more and, ten minutes later, 
just as the train drew into the station, | shot three substantial spurts into my handkerchief 
and | was ready to face my father. 

For a number of years | had spent most of every holiday with the four or five boys at father's 
school who had no home to go to. They had become good friends and the commander 
relented somewhat during the holidays, though misbehaviour was still punished severely. 
Luke and Mark, the two boys of my own age, were particular favourites and | was looking 
forward to the long hot summer with them and Steve Schofield, who was now in the third 
form, and Jamie Daw of the fourth. 

Father greeted me warmly. He was not an unfair man and he was deeply proud of my 
achievements. But then the report and the.diary of the term's events had to be handed over. 


"Come down to the study tonight, when you're ready for bed. I'll have had a chance to read 
these by then." 

| moved my gear into the dormitory where the four others would spend the holiday. | no 
longer felt as though my bedroom in the headmaster's quarters belonged to me. It was better 
to be in with the other boys. | changed out of my uniform and into the games kit that we all 
wore most of the time during the holidays. They all came in and there was an immediate 
reawakening of our old friendship. Lots of news to exchange filled the hour till tea. We all ate 
with the commander during the holiday and it was almost like a family. 

It was raining after tea and the boys took to the best of the common rooms. "Who's had the 
stick this end of term?" | asked. Luke was always caned at the end of term. He seemed 
incapable of keeping away from trouble even the little bit that would have kept him out of the 
commander's study. But this term Steve and Jamie had been caned too. And they were 
happy to show off their striped rear ends. | was surprised when the sight of his friends’ 
wounds caused his knob to rear up inside my shorts. . 

"How about this?" | said, and dropped my shorts, turning to show them the still throbbing 
weals across my buttocks. They were impressed. They knew that the commander regularly 
flogged his son — in fact, they had often been present during holiday punishments — but 
beatings by his own headmaster were more rare, and this had obviously been a corker. 

"Is he going to do you again later?" asked Mark. 

“spect so," | said. "He's reading the report now, so | expect he'll want to cane me." 

"Is it that bad?" 

"I've had twenty-eight whackings this term, and he's bound to once he knows the old man 
swished me this morning." 
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"Come straight back up to the dorm," said Steve. "We're going to show you how we have a 
knob race." 

We all changed into pyjamas for supper, which we had with the commander, but now, in the 
holidays, there were no prayers or a hymn — just cocoa and biscuits. 

"Right, Martin," said the commander. "I'm ready for you now. Come to my study." 

"Good luck," said Luke, and | grinned at him, but | knew that luck didn't come into it. | had 
fallen below the standard this term and | needed to feel my father's cane across my bottom. 
The commander took his time going through my diary. He dealt with the good things first. A 
regular place in the junior cricket team; captain of the house cricket team; eight wickets 
taken in one.of the house matches; forty runs scored in the match against another school. 
My marksman badge gained with a maximum score with the rifle; praised by Sgt Willis for 
the standard of my turnout. Regular high marks in all subjects, especially maths and 
science; credit marks awarded every week; fourth in the form in all three of the form orders 
this term. Cross country runs kept up regularly; first in the 880 yards and the mile at the 
school sports; first also in the discus throw and javelin; awarded the junior Victor Ludorum. 
The commander almost visibly swelled with pride as he ran through my achievements. But | 
could only take a limited pleasure in them. | knew what was coming. "But —" The commander 
paused. "Twenty-eight beatings in just twelve weeks. That's more than two a week. What 
have you been playing at?" 

| hung my head. "I don't know, sir." 

"And they're not just three or four of the slipper either. Eleven canings, and more than half 
are six strokes or more. | don't understand, Martin. What has brought about this sudden 
change? Is something troubling you?" 

"No, sir." 

"What then? You've never had a fraction of this number before." 

"| don't know, sir. | just seem to get into trouble without thinking about it." 

“That is most unlike you, Martin. | would never have said you were thoughtless." There was 
a long silence. "What has Mr Grenfell said about this number of beatings? Presumably most 
of these were in the book." 

"Yes, sir. He caned me this morning. Six on the trousers and then six with my pants down." 
"Did he? And did it hurt?" 

"Yes, sir." My hands went briefly to my bottom. There was still a lingering echo of heat in the 
weals. 

"Then I'd better repeat his caning, hadn't |? Take off your trousers and get ready over the 
chair." 

| was relieved. | had been ready for a long lecture before father got down to business. This 
had been almost a record for brevity. | whipped off my pyjama trousers, folded them neatly 
and knelt on the chair. | reached over and held the rail. Over the last three days nearly 
twenty boys had been flogged in this same position and | was aware of their ghosts watching 
me and judging my performance. 


The commander came round the desk carrying the rattan cane that he had been using all 
week. He considered his son's bottom, stretched by his bending position over the back of the 
chair. Martin was as strong and fit as any of the boys he had recently beaten. The muscles 
were lean and well-defined, with no fat at all. His stretched thighs were taut and powertul. 
This was a boy that any father would be proud of. The purple weals that criss-crossed the 
white skin were obviously still very painful. It had been a very serious punishment. But that 
would not deflect him from his duty. He launched into the beating and the boy gasped as the 
cane bit into him. Slowly, he applied the strokes, laying down a pattem of scarlet stripes over 
and across the more random marks of the earlier flogging. But there was no run up now, just 
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a good swing of the cane with the weight of arm and shoulder behind it. The boy gasped a 
little when the cane struck a particularly tender weal, and there were one or two extra beads 
of blood when the skin was broken. A good solid, painful beating — but not an out-and-out 
flogging like some he had handed out. Twelve good strokes that covered the lower half of 
the boy's buttocks with dark parallel lines of bruise. His sense of pride and admiration for his 
son grew as this second serious punishment of the day was taken silently and with a clear 
determination to accept whatever was necessary. 


"Get up." | straightened up and climbed down off the chair, turned and.... 


Good heavens! The boy had an enormous erection, jutting unmistakably out from under his 
pyjama jacket. 


"What's the meaning of this?" 


My hands flew to my groin, but it was too late. | couldn't think of an answer that wasn't stupid 
so | kept silent, the realisation flooding into me that my prick might very well have 
condemned me to yet another dose of the cane. But the commander was more perceptive 
and sympathetic to boys than many gave him credit for. And he certainly understood me 
better than | realised. 

"You've discovered masturbation, haven't you?" But this wasn't a word that | knew. "Tossing 
off? Wanking?" 

| went bright scarlet but, as always, | was ready to face the music. "Yes, sir." 

"Is that what all these extra whackings were for?" 

"Not exactly," | said. And then, seeing no other honourable way out, | confessed all. 


The commander listened. It was tempting to laugh, but knew that such a response would 
have been very wrong. He remembered, just, the seriousness with which some boys took 
these things. He was glad that Martin was prepared to take responsibility for his actions, 
even if the impulse behind it was so mistaken. 


"Now, listen," he said. "You are right to some extent about this. It is much better not to toss 
off if you can. But it's not as serious a sin as you think. Every boy does it sometimes. Anyone 
who says they don't is a liar. And you don't have to punish yourself for it. Just enjoy it, and 
think of the better ways there are of achieving the same thing in the future. | dare say you've 
come across situations where boys do it together — or even to each other. There's nothing 
much wrong with that either, though I'd take the skin off the backsides of any that | caught 
doing it. Just be careful and sensible — as | know you will." 

| smiled with relief. If my father said it was all right, then it must be. 

"How's your bottom?" 

"Stinging," | said. 

"Good. But let's have a better record next term, eh?" 

| pulled on my trousers and escaped. Up in the dorm the others were waiting for me. In the 
summer none of us slept in pyjamas and now they lounged naked on their beds. | pulled off 
my pyjamas and showed them what my father's cane had done to me. They were suitably 
impressed, laying their hands on the roasting skin to feel the swollen weals. 


"Right," said Steve at last. "Time for our knob race." & 
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hina ll ie a ? 


The last prisoner 
in Britain to be birched 
was given 15 strokes 


in Hull prison 1962 for 
attacking two warders. 


31 


“Swish of the Day” 


To compliment our long-standing “First Experiences” feature we have invited 
readers to share their present day CP adventures. The third is from Peter a 
new reader living in Royton, near Oldham. Let us know about a special, 
unusual or outstanding CP encounter you have had recently 


HRREKRKEKKKKKEK 


Like last month’s reader | too knew | was in the wrong when | opened my mouth; it 
prompted me to write to tell you all about one of my last beatings. 


I! was two weeks ago after my birthday, my eighteenth. It had been a rare hot 
summer day and | was already in a bad mood when | arrived home. Then Mum 
started to have a go at me about the rubbish | had not emptied and about my room 
not being tidy. From here things just got worse quickly until we where in a huge fight. 
Just as | called her a bitch my dad walked through the back door. 


Now let me tell you about my dad. He is a no nonsense kind of man. 6' 4" 250 Ibs of muscle. 
And | was 5' 9" 165 Ibs with the developing body of a 18 year old. He had lots of muscle and 
plenty of practice setting fire to my bare arse. Today proved to be no exception. It was 
always the way in our family as it had been in his. Discipline was used. If I'd done something 
wrong | got beaten. Forget social workers and Childline — this is the way it's done in our 
house. One of my close friends at school still gets the stick from his Dad, which is kept over 
a doorframe as a reminder... 


Anyway, it had been nearly nine months since | had felt the bite of his wide leather work belt 
on my poor backside. | had let myself think it would never happen again. But knowing my 
dad the way | did as soon as | seen him standing there | knew my arse was in for it. 

He very calmly told me to get in my room and strip totally. He then said very softly that he 
would be in shortly to give me the hardest and most severe beating he had ever given me. 
Now that alone was enough to scare me into tears. In the years since my sixteenth birthday 
when he told me that from now on all spankings would be delivered to me at full force since 
that he thought | was now old enough to take my punishment like a man, he had given me 
some real arse burners. 


He left me in there for about fifteen minutes to think it through and consider my fate. Then he 
walked into my room with the dreaded leather work belt. This is a genuine work belt nice and 
wide with the leather all soft from years of wear. It had been used on my bare arse before 
and | was fully aware of the damage it could do to my teenage bum. 

After he came in he again very calmly ask me what | was thinking when | said that to Mum. 
He asked me if | felt | deserved the belt. And then ask me if there was any reason he should 
show me mercy. 


Knowing that any argument from me would only get me into deeper trouble. | told him that | 
had not been thinking and that he was right | deserved the belt and could think of no reason 
why he should not beat me. | was feeling the same fear all boys feel when they are about to 
get a good eating. But | realised that | was feeling something else also, | was actually 
looking forward to this and hoping my old man would do the job very well. | remember 
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wandering how long it would take the marks to go away. | was certain that | would have 
plenty of marks. 

Well the only reply he had to me was to get up on the bed spread eagle and not to move. He 
then told me "This is a promise boy | am going to beat your backside until you think you are 
going to die. And if you move it will be worse.” 


My dad is a man of 
his word. He put the 
first stroke of the beit 
right across the centre 
of my backside at full 
force. He then 
proceeded to cover it 
from the top of my 
crack to just below 
where the legs and 
bum meet. He gave 
me about fifty full 
force strokes. My 
backside was a total 
wreck. | was crying 
my eyes out by then. 
He then did 
something he had 
never done before. 
He took a break and 
told me to get myself 
calmed down he 
would be back in a 
few minutes but for 
me not to move. 


When he came back in he sat on the side of the bed and turned my face to him. He then 
talked in a very smooth voice. He told me he knew my arse was on fire but he wanted to ask 
me a question. He said think about this carefully before you answer. | know you have had a 
lot but | am going to leave it up to you if you think it is enough. He said | personally think you 
should get some more but since you are nineteen | want you to make the decision. He 
recommended | ask for another thirty and promised me he would find the strength to make 
them even harder. He also said | will be disappointed if you say no but | will understand. 
Wow what a decision. He gave me five minutes to make up my mind. 

The whole time he left me alone again | was thinking no way in hell | am going to take more. 
Then when he stepped back in and ask me what my decision was | simply said | think you 
are right. 


The next thirty where the hardest strokes | have ever received in my life all thirty of them. My 
backside was raw meat when he was finished. It took well over a week for the marks to go 
away. 8 


Another SWLSh of The Bay im our next LSsueé..... 


—— 


Dear Dr. Stern, 

The punisher I see fairly regularly for some well 
deserved bottom whacking keeps making me find 
and wear all sorts off different pairs of shorts and 
underpants before my visits. 1 didn't mind the 
first couple of times because I'd always fancied 
being put into school shorts, but he keeps insisting 
that a specific type are bought and worn every 
couple of visits & I just can't see what difference 
it makes ~ He always makes me remove 
everything before long anyway! Can you explain 
the thrill he gets from it? 

A. James (Beds) 


Dr Stern replies; 


First let me say that I admire your use of the 
words “well deserved”, they show that you 
understand why you are being punished and 
that it is justified. Less impressive is your 
impertinent questioning of your  tutor’s 


instructions. If he wanted you to receive your 
punishment in a ballet tutu and army boots it 
would be incumbent upon you, as the bad boy, 
to do your very best to do as instructed, 
however, we'll let that go for now. 


I will try to explain your tutor’s liking for 
different garments. 


It is not all that surprising that a regular 
spanker or caner of your bottom likes to see it 
presented in different ways from time to time. I 
myself make a boy report in just tight cotton 
PT or rugby shorts sometimes instead of his 
school shorts or longs, either to leave his 
backside less well protected from my cane (the 
PT shorts are gossamer thin) or simply 
because they are much higher cut and present 
a pleasingly large area of thigh to me. 


I think if your tutor really wants you to purchase 
as many types of shorts as you list in the second: 
page of your letter (not published due to lack of 
space) he should perhaps consider giving you an 
allowance to buy them with, particularly as some 
of the designer label athletics and football shorts 
he has asked for are very expensive. 


As well as the visual appeal of different types of 
shorts, they do all, I assure you, have an effect on 
just how hard or how moderated a spanking, 
strap, plimsoll or cane punishment feels for the 
recipient. 

If in any doubt about this, ask your tutor to give 
you six good strokes of a tawse across school 
shorts, wait a few minutes, and then give you an 
identical six strokes but wearing only tight nylon 
running shorts. I think you'll find that both the 
difference and the thrill a thrasher can obtain 
from the change of garment is very obvious to 
you after such an experiment. 

Do send us photos of your own derriere in as 
range of shorts please A.J 


Dr. Stern 


Reader's Compositions 
Stopover With a Sting 


This story is an account of events that took place in November 2000 when | made a 
stopover to catch up with a friend in Singapore... 


I was about August 2000 that | found | had to make a business trip to Australia, it 
was planned for November and gradually it began to take shape. There was a need 
to travel extensively in Australia and the schedule was pretty demanding with little 
time to relax anywhere. | knew | would be tired by the end of it so | planned to take a 
few days holiday as there was no real hurry for me to return to London and after a bit 
of thought | e-mailed a friend who had returned to live in Singapore, thinking it would 
be good to see him and also to see Singapore as | had never been there before. My 
friend, Tang, lived in London for quite a few years and as he shares my interest in the 
cane we spent many sessions together and we both gave and took some pretty 
severe canings. 


My e-mail got a rapid and enthusiastic response and | was invited to stay with Tang for the 
few days | planned. We began to recall in our mail the various sessions that we had enjoyed 
and | looked forward to the trip with greater enthusiasm. In one of my messages | raised the 
question of the Singapore prison cane, probably the most severe cane in use anywhere and 
whether it was possible to get hold of a cane that was the same. While | had no wish to end 
up on the wrong side of the law in Singapore it did seem like the right place to take a severe 
caning and | was pretty sure that at the end of a two week business trip | would be ready for 
some excitement. My e-mail met with a non-committal response, saying that the prison cane 
was severe and it was very difficult though not impossible to get hold of replicas, lighter 
canes which are still in use for boys at school and still a common form of discipline at home 
are much easier to get hold of. The idea of guys enjoying the cane would certainly be 
frowned on by the authorities and as such it was probably better not to ask too many 
questions about the prison cane. In one of the later messages, while | was in Australia, Tang 
asked me if | would be willing to join in a group session with some other guys, | told him that 
this was fine by me and | looked forward to it more. 

The time in Australia passed by and before too long | was ready to leave for my trip to 
Singapore. The flight from Brisbane landed on time on a Friday afternoon and with what | 
learned was normal efficiency for Singapore | passed through immigration, collected my 
luggage and was meeting Tang within fifteen minutes of leaving the plane. We drove to his 
apartment that took about twenty five minutes, it was hot and humid and | was glad that both 
the car and the apartment had very effective air conditioning. Once there he showed me my 
room and gave me the chance to shower and cool off after the journey. | took a long cool 
shower and eventually, feeling much brighter wrapped a towel round my waist and went to 
join Tang in the sitting room. | noticed that a selection of canes was arranged, each hanging 
by the crook from the back of a chair, clearly action was on the agenda. | could hear running 
water, telling me that Tang was taking a shower and after a few minutes he joined me, 
wrapped in a towel too. We chatted for a couple of hours, getting through a few beers as we 
had a lot of catching up to do before the subject got round to the cane. Tang got up and 
picked up a fairly heavy one, flexing it and swishing it through the air with a very satisfying 
whoosh. Almost automatically | stood, dropped the towel from my waist and bent over the 
back of a chair. Without saying a word, Tang took up position, drew the cane back and 
brought it down with force across my bottom, | held still while he repeated the action eleven 
more times, the fire and sting in my bottom rising with each stroke. | stood and moving to a 
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mirror could see a very satisfying collection of stripes. Tang didn't say a word but dropped 
his own towel and bent over the back of a chair. | moved round and selected a heavy cane 
and took up position. Although | was tired and had had a very long day | found strength in 
my right arm and brought the cane down swiftly and firmly across the centre of his bottom. | 
watched with satisfaction as a very vivid stripe rose and then continued to add eleven more. 
Tang stood to admire my effort and smiled. We are both about the same size and build and 
stood side by side it was possible to admire two well-striped bottoms. The old magic was 
alive and well. 

Tang opened a couple more beers and we both settled down again, this time both lying on 
stomachs on the floor as it was definitely the most comfortable position after the caning. We 
started to talk about the caning experiences we had had over the years since he was in 
London and eventually he raised the idea of us joining a group of guys for something more 
serious. | asked him what he had in mind and he told me that as we had both just taken 
twelve hard strokes without wincing we should both try something a bit more severe and this 
is what he had in mind for the group session he had heard about and that we could join. 
Since | had raised the subject of the prison cane, Tang had got interested too and he had 
been discretely asking questions. He had learned about a group of guys who met from time 
to time who shared our interest in the cane. There were eight of them in total and two were 
prison warders who gave the cane in Changi Prison. They found their jobs fascinating and 
regarded these sessions as opportunities for additional live practice, giving the cane with the 
same strength and determination as they did to those who were sentenced to receive it. 
They also took the opportunity to be on the receiving end of it both from each other and from 
the other guys. To add to the reality they had built a trestle that was an exact copy of the one 
at the prison and they also had access to the canes that were used in the prison and stored 
them in the same conditions. This was as authentic as it was going to get without being 
sentenced by a court. Tang told me that there were a couple of conditions attached to joining 
the session, one was that we undertook never to reveal the identity of the prison warders or 
the location where we met and the other was that we took the strokes that we were ordered 
to take. This seemed fair enough to me, the authorities in Singapore would probably take a 
very dim view of prison warders joining in an activity like this and if the experience was to be 
authentic then | would not be able to decide on the number of strokes | was given. The 
session was planned for Sunday afternoon and we decided to join it. We continued to talk 
well into the night before eventually | had to go to bed, had | not been so tired | think | would 
have lain awake wondering what | was letting myself in for, but | was so tired that | fell into a 
deep sleep. 

We spent Saturday doing the things tourists do, having a Singapore Sling at Raffles and 
wandering among the shops of Orchard Road. Tang arranged our attendance at the session 
planned for the following day, making a couple of calls on his mobile. | enjoyed the day 
though the heat was oppressive. It was only when we returned to Tang's apartment to cook 
dinner that we began to talk about what was to come the following day. We both admitted to 
be pretty fearful. Although we both gave and took what we knew to be pretty severe canings 
we were aware that we were moving into a new league that was beyond the experience of 
either of us. We decided to avoid any use of the cane that evening and although the caning 
the previous evening had been pretty hard, our backsides were recovering well and neither 
of us had much in the way of marks left. That night | lay awake for a while wondering what 
was to come and the more | thought about it, the more exciting | found it though the sense of 
fear remained very real. 

Sunday was a good clear day, Tang suggested going for a sauna and steam that morning, 
something he usually did on a Sunday evening but for this Sunday he thought that neither of 
us might want to appear at the sauna with well caned bottoms so how about now. Going for 
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a sauna and steam in Singapore seemed a bit crazy to me as the heat and humidity outside 
made the whole place like a sauna but | went along. | had virtually no trace of the marks 
from the caning | had been given on Friday and Tang was in a similar state. The whole 
experience of the sauna was very relaxing and restful and for me included a ninety-minute 
full body massage. It was about midday when we left and returned to Tang's apartment. We 
were due to meet the other guys at about two o'clock so we chatted for a while before 
getting ready, neither of us wanted any lunch. On Tang's advice | changed into a T-shirt and 
he loaned me a pair of very loose shorts with a draw-string waist to wear without underpants 
which would be more comfortable after what was to come. 

We set off to walk to the place we were to meet the other guys, it was about ten minutes 
away. | was nervous with butterflies in my stomach and my heart pounding, what was | 
letting myself in for, Tang was also pretty quiet, he told me that he was having the same 
thoughts. We arrived at the apartment of one of the prison warders. He let us in, both he and 
the other prison warder were dressed in their uniforms. Both were tall guys, well over six 
feet, one was late twenties, the other early thirties. They both looked formidable and strong 
with broad shoulders and arms. Four of the other guys were there and there was a lot of 
very nervous chatter as we were all introduced. The last two guys arrived. Most of the guys 
were from Singapore but one of the other guys was Dutch. There continued to be a lot of 
chatter. 

Finally the older of the prison warders called for silence. He said he wanted to lay out the 
ground rules. We all listened and it was so silent that all we could hear was each other 
breathing, all rather heavily. 

He began by saying again that absolute confidentiality was required for the sake of all 
involved both with regard to the identities of those involved and also where we were. He said 
that the caning would not actually happen in the apartment and anyone who wanted to drop 
out now could and they would never know where we were all moving on to. Everyone opted 
to stay. He told us what would happen. We would all receive a caning as authentic as 
anything given in a prison and there would be nothing optional about it. We would all be 
restrained on a trestle that was an exact copy of one in Changi Prison and the canes used 
would be the same as the ones used in the prison and the method of giving would be exactly 
the same. The only differences would be that we would all get to witness all the canings 
which would include the opportunity to cane each of the warders at the end of the session 
and he thought we were less likely to bleed than prisoners as we all had regular experience 
of taking. He did a round of asking each of us about our experience of the cane, listening 
carefully. He told us that we would have an extreme experience and he would aim to push 
each of us beyond any limits we had experienced before. My stomach was still churning as 
one by one we were asked to bare our bottoms so that he could look and see how much 
muscle we carried. He emphasised again that the caning would be severe and then told us 
how many strokes we would receive, | was to get eight, some guys were getting six, most 
eight and some ten. Tang, who has more muscle on his arse than me was to be given ten. 
The warders were to take twelve each. He added a warning, both warders had been caners 
in the prisons for several years, during that time they had caned many bottoms. As he put it, 
black, brown, white, yellow, fat, thin, muscular, Asian, European, Australian, American and 
African bottoms and they all had one thing in common, the cane caused excruciating pain. 
We would be no exception to the rule. 

There was a final opportunity to drop out and no one did though the temptation to do that 
was tremendous. The warders warned us that from’now on they would compel us to 
complete the session and there was no way out. We all agreed to that. We moved out of the 
apartment and into the lift which took us to a couple of levels below ground. We walked, 
silently now, along a corridor before stopping at a locked door which we passed through and 
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the warder locked it again. We were in a room with a couple of benches and some clothes 
hooks on the walls. There was another door at the far side. The room was painted white and 
lit by a harsh fluorescent light. We moved through the room and into the next one. It was 
much bigger, again painted white and lit with harsh light. At the far side was the trestle; it 
was in the shape of an H, there was an adjustable bar that was padded over which to bend, 
padding to protect the back, leather restraints for the wrists and ankles. We were allowed to 
look at the frame. At the same time the younger of the prison officers had taken off his shirt, 
his upper torso was pure and well defined muscle as were his shoulders and arms, and was 
getting a number of canes from where they were soaking. He started flexing one and cutting 
through the air with it, it made a much deeper sound than anything | was used to. He told us 
that the soaking kept them flexible and stopped them splitting but the water also added to 
the weight. He told us that the same cane would generally be used throughout a session 
unless it split though it would normally be wiped between bottoms with antiseptic if a 
prisoner bled. They were the regulation 120cm long and 1.3cm thick, longer and thicker than 
any cane | was used to, they looked formidable and were. 

The older warder ordered us out of the room back to where the benches were. We were 
ordered to strip and hang up our clothes, we started, it didn't take long as most guys were 
wearing T-shirts and loose shorts, one guy slipped his underpants in the pocket of his 
shorts, wearing them afterwards would be uncomfortable. The older warder also removed 
his shirt revealing a similarly muscled torso, shoulders and arms to the younger guy. His 
manner now changed and he became harsh as he ordered us to line up, | was third with 
Tang behind me and the Dutch guy in front of me. We were ordered to stand in silence. My 
heart was pounding, my stomach churning, my hands were perspiring and my vision blurred. 
The warder opened the door to the bigger room and we were ordered forward. The line 
moved and | moved with it, | was aware of Tang behind me but | could not think of anything 
to say. We were ordered to line up along the wall facing the trestle. 

The older warder took the first guy by the arm and without saying anything led him to the 
trestle, on reaching it he adjusted the bar to a height that the guy would bend at and pushed 
the middle of his back to bend him forward, he secured the padding over his back and then 
moved round to secure his wrists to the frame, finally moving back to secure his ankles. The 
scene was now set the first guy was in position, there was nothing that he could do to 
protect himself from what was to come, his arse was fully exposed, jutting out from the frame 
awaiting what was to come. The older warder simply announced ‘eight strokes’, the younger 
guy stepped forward and took up position, judging carefully and lining up the cane so that 
the tip was resting on the right buttock of the guy on the trestle. 

‘One’ counted the older warder, the younger guy drew back the cane, it flashed through the 
air in a golden yellow haze with a huge whoosh, there was a crack, the cane appeared to 
bite into the surface of the guy's bottom, he jerked in the restraints and a deep red line 
appeared on his arse. 

'Two' was counted and again the cane was drawn back, again it flashed through the air, 
there was a whoosh and crack, a second deep bite and the guy struggled as a second line 
appeared on his buttocks. ‘Three’, the scene repeated itself. ‘Four’ the cane lashed down 
and the guy cried out in agony. 

| could hardly believe what | was seeing; | was fascinated and terrified in equal measure. 
The sight of this guy being caned was amazing, the determination, strength and skill of the 
warder was clear and | had all this to come. 

In my thoughts | missed the next stroke landing but couldn't miss the howl of the recipient. 
The younger warder had a look of determination on his face, there were the beginnings of 
some perspiration on his face and torso, almost making him glow. 


38 


'Six' | watched as the cane was drawn back and then brought down with determination and 
force, the shriek of the guy made us all jump. 

'Seven', the cane landed again, there was a how! but with less effort than the last time. 
'Eight', the cane landed again, lashing over all the previous marks and the guy on the trestle 
howled again. 

The younger warder put the cane down and the two warders started to release the guy from 
the restraints. Slowly he stood, his arse wasn't bleeding though it was a purple mass where 
one stroke of the heavy cane had blended with another. Slowly he moved with a warder 
supporting each arm until he was able to stand steadily on his own. 

My heart pounded more, | had all this to come, there was no way out any more than there 
would have been if | had been in one of the prisons. The older warder picked up the cane 
and the younger one came and led the Dutch guy who was in front of me to the trestle. He 
secured him to it, again in a position where his arse was well exposed and the older guy 
took up position, again measuring up the tip of the cane against his right buttock. 

‘Eight strokes' called the younger warder. 

‘One’, the older guy drew back the cane, his technique was slightly different, he almost 
pivoted on his toes and turned through a greater angle before the cane cracked down on the 
Dutchman's arse. He jerked against the restraints as a deep red line jumped to the surface 
of his arse. 

'Two', the cane lashed down again and the Dutchman struggled. 

‘Three’, there was a blur, swoosh and crack and the Dutchman howled. 

| was transfixed, this was amazing and terrifying, it was my turn next, how would | cope. | 
couldn't believe that | had actually sought out this experience, why had | done that, this was 
not like any caning | had ever had before this was serious and extreme pain, how could | 
have fantasised about it, how could | have thought | would in some way enjoy this. 

'Seven', the cane cracked down and the Dutchman howled again. 

‘Eight’, | watched the yellow blur. The next stroke of the cane would be landing on my rear. 
The warders moved to release the Dutchman who took his time standing up. Slowly he took 
a couple of steps, | wanted this to go on for ages as it was delaying my turn. The Dutchman 
was moving without assistance, he too had a arse that was a purple mass. The younger 
warder had now picked up the cane and was swishing it through the air. The older guy was 
standing beside me. | wanted to get out of there. How could |, there was no way. | had 
agreed to this session, | had to go through with it. | wanted to run, but where to. | didn't mind 
seeming to be a coward, this was going to be severe. The rest of the world seemed very 
remote, the time upstairs in the apartment was distant, the room next door where we had all 
stripped ten minutes before seemed to belong to another lifetime. 

| felt pressure on my arm, my feet moved forward, one in front of the other though | didn't 
feel in control of them. | was standing at the trestle. The warder raised the bar as | was taller 
than the Dutchman, he pushed me forward towards it and | could feel it against my lower 
abdomen, | felt his hand on the middle of my back pushing me forward. | bent to the required 
ninety degrees, | felt the pad placed across my back and it was secured with a heavy leather 
strap, already | could not get away. He moved round, securing my left and then my right 
wrist tightly to the trestle. | could still move my feet but that soon changed, | felt my left then 
my right ankle secured, | could not move. | was aware of my chest rising and falling as | 
breathed, | could not move my legs more than about two inches and my arms a bit more 
than that. | could sense the younger warder behind me and | knew that he had the cane. 
‘Eight strokes’ called the older guy. 

| felt the tip of the cane on my right buttock just as | had seen happen to the other guys, 
strangely | was aware that it felt cool and smooth as the warder adjusted his position to what 
he considered the optimum. 
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‘One’, | felt the cane lifted away, time seemed to stand still, | gritted my teeth and closed my 
eyes, there was a whoosh, a crack and | felt my body jerk with the force of the stroke as the 
cane bit deep into my bottom, immediately followed by a burning sting that was way beyond 
anything | had felt before. | wanted to get away, anything, my heart was pounding, | couldn't 
move, it felt like all my blood was pounding to my head. What could be worse. 

'Two', the cane cracked again, and | struggled for all | was worth, not that | could move 
much, all my body hurt. It felt like the air had been knocked out of my lungs and | struggled 
to breathe. How was | going to take six more like this, why had | got myself into this 
situation. 

‘Three’, for all | was restrained | felt as though | lifted about a foot in the air. | hadn't of 
course, the restraints held me in place. | thought | was ready to die, there was nothing else 
in my world but extreme pain. 

‘Four’, | tore at the restraints again and this time let out a mighty howl, my buttocks were 
blazing, my whole body aching and in spasm. | couldn't feel where that particular stroke had 
landed my backside was just a mass of pain. | was still struggling to breathe. 

'Five', | howled and struggled again, there was no way out of this but | was going to try. 
Slowly | stopped the struggle, there were three more strokes to come and | had to take 
them. | shut my eyes and gritted my teeth, determined to take the rest with dignity. 

‘Six’, the heavy cane seared across my already burning arse adding another line of fire to 
what was already an inferno, forget the dignity, | howled louder than ever. My head was 
swimming, | couldn't focus my vision, there was only pain in this new world | had found. 
‘Seven’, my energy levels were failing, | pulled at the restraints but the cane still landed, 
another searing, burning stripe. At least the next stroke was the last one. 

‘Eight’, | almost felt relief and then realised as | heard the cane drawn back that the last 
stroke was still to come. There was a swoosh and crack as it landed again. Even my hair felt 
like it was stinging, my body ached from pulling at the restraints and the pain from my bum 
was beyond excruciating. 

There was a warder at either side of me releasing the restraints. | stayed in the same 
position, unwilling to move, every part of me hurt so much. Slowly | eased upright with every 
movement adding to the agony, then with one of them at either side, | stepped away from 
the frame. | stood still and steadied myself. The pain was tremendous but | felt a tiny bit 
better to be standing upright. My natural reaction at this point is usually to feel my arse and 
as | eased my hands round | was just aware that it was bigger and swollen, | could feel the 
heat. The warders moved away as | moved towards the two other guys who had already 
been caned stepping carefully so as not to move quickly. | was aware that one of the 
warders was picking up the cane and the other was leading Tang to the trestle. | could 
hardly focus but he was being bent over and restrained, just as | had been. 

Tang was secured, | was.finding it impossible to concentrate. My backside was a blazing 
inferno way out of control. | heard the younger warder call 'ten strokes’ and looked across at 
Tang. 

‘One’, the cane cut the air harshly and straight into Tang's backside. He yelped and a red 
line appeared. 

'Two', the cane found its target and Tang fought at his restraints. 

‘Three’, the cane sliced the air, cut into his arse and he gasped, | knew the feeling as the air 
was knocked out of him. 

‘Four’, the cane made contact and this time he howled. 

'Five’, half way for you mate | thought as the cane imprinted another deep red line, eight 
strokes didn't seem so many after all. 

'Six', Tang howled louder still as the cane sliced his arse. 
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'Seven', He was almost silent and | was aware that he was sobbing, | was pretty sure that 
would not last, the sensation of this cane was too severe. 

‘Eight’, | was right, Tang howled, his buttocks were now a red mass of angry stripes, like the 
three of us who had been caned, he still had two more strokes to come though. 

‘Nine’, Tang shrieked as the cane landed, biting deep and leaving a very vicious red stripe, 
surely this one would bleed. 

'Ten', this time Tang shrieked so loud | was sure someone somewhere must hear him, the 
stroke seemed more powerful than the others although it probably wasn't. The warder put 
the cane down and both warders went to release Tang, | watched him ease upright, | knew 
how bad it felt, my own rear was still blazing and my whole body aching. He took some steps 
and steadied himself making his way carefully towards me. There was a small commotion at 
the other side of the room. Clearly the next guy was having second thoughts. The older 
warder was pointing out to him that he had agreed to go through with the session and he 
knew what would happen if he didn't wish to. The warder told him of the earlier agreement 
and he still protested. The younger guy by now had put down the cane and standing one 
either side they moved him to the trestle. He protested though none of us moved to help 
him, we had all agreed to this and there should not be a way out. The younger guy arm 
locked him while the older one began to secure him. He started begging and pleading to be 
allowed to go, it fell on deaf ears and he was fully secured to the trestle. 

'Eight strokes’ called the older warder above the guy's pleading. As far as | was concerned it 
was adding to the authenticity of the occasion when maybe some guys do plead to be let off. 
‘One’, the cane cut the air, bit into the waiting backside and the guy howled. 

'Two', the cane landed and he sobbed. Tang and | looked at each other and exchanged the 
first words we had spoken to each other since we arrived at the apartment. 'You OK?’ | 
asked, he nodded, 'You?' he asked, ‘we took it' | said almost with a smile. He smiled back. 
'Seven', the cane landed and a new pitch of screech from the guy on the trestle was heard. 
‘Eight’, he shrieked as though it was his last breath as the cane sliced his arse. 

The warders moved to release him, steadying him and leading him to join us. He seemed 
OK, well in relative terms at least. The inferno in my own arse had perhaps cooled about a 
degree since my last stroke and | felt some of the tension ease in my muscles. Putting my 
hands near my rear was still out of the question, in so far as | could see anything, it was a 
red mass with some swelling and some clear stripes in the swelling. There were still three 
guys waiting to be caned. One by one they were brought forward for their turn, secured to 
the trestle and the warders took turns to cane or to count. | enjoyed watching and as usual 
found the whole thing pretty erotic. They all found the experience severe, but that is what 
was expected. | learned from talking to them that some of them had been for a similar 
caning quite a few times before and while it was agony at the time the resulting high was 
tremendous. | was beginning to feel brighter all the time and my mood was definitely lifting 
now that the level of pain was stable. The last guy had been caned, the younger of the 
warders started stripping off his boots, trousers and underpants while the older one came to 
talk to us. It was now our turn, something real prisoners never got but probably longed for. 
The four of us that the younger guy had caned would get to give him two strokes each and 
he would give him the last four. He then went and secured the younger guy to the trestle. My 
heart started pounding. | was going to cane this guy using a prison cane, only two strokes 
but he was getting twelve in total, half as many again as | had taken. 

‘Twelve strokes' called the warder, the first guy stepped forward and judged his position with 
the cane, then raising it, brought it down across the waiting bottom, there was a crack and a 
vivid weal sprang up, there was a gasp as the pain hit home. 

'Two', the cane landed again and the younger guy gasped louder. 


41 


It was my turn; | stepped forward and took the cane. It was longer and heavier than | was 
used to but | was determined to get it right. | judged my position, resting the tip on the right 
buttock as had happened to me and stepped forward slightly, | didn't want to waste any of 
these two strokes. 

‘Three’, | drew the cane back, my movement compromised by the pain in my own arse, | 
gritted my teeth and brought it down with all the force | could on the exposed backside, it bit 
deep. The guy howled, | smiled, satisfied. 

‘Four, | raised the cane again and gritted my teeth once more, there was a yellow blur 
through the air a, crack and another howl as the cane bit deep a second time. | admired the 
two deep red stripes that | had been responsible for on the exposed, muscular Asian arse 
which was no doubt stinging. My turn was over and the two other guys took there turns. 
After the eighth stroke the warder took over and one of the other guys counted, he was 
using the same technique as he had used on the other guys he had caned and after the 
tenth stroke the younger guy was howling as loudly as any of us had and after the twelfth his 
buttocks looked every bit as sore. He was released from the trestle and like the rest of us 
took his time to stand and ease his way from it. The older warder was now removing boots, 
trousers and underpants and one of the guys secured him to the trestle. The scene repeated 
itself with the younger guy administering the last four strokes. At the end, there was another 
well-caned arse to add to the others. The room was hot and sticky with the smell of well- 
beaten buttocks very clear in the air. We were all sore but stood around having some 
conversation. It was finally suggested that we move to dress and go back upstairs. The 
younger warder put the canes back in to soak, only one had been used as it had not split 
and there had been no bleeding and for all it had been used to give almost a hundred 
strokes to ten different bottoms it was still in perfect condition. 

We made our way back into the room where we had left our clothes. Putting my T-shirt on 
was easy, easing up even loose shorts over my blazing, swollen bum was not. | did feel a bit 
sorry for the two warders who had to get back into their uniform trousers at least to get 
upstairs and it was clearly pretty uncomfortable neither even trying to put underpants on. 
Back upstairs beers were opened and we stood around chatting for a while, no one wanted 
to sit! The two warders also got out of their uniforms into loose shorts like the rest of us. The 
other guys were really good company. As the new guys, Tang and | were congratulated on 
our performance by the others and the younger warder who had caned me said he had 
admired my taking the cane. | was definitely feeling high. 

Tang and | left after about an hour with an invitation to join the group again. We made our 
way slowly back to his place, walking definitely needed some care and it took us far longer 
to get back than it did to get there. On return it was time for a long cool shower and for the 
first time in my life | was grateful that the apartment had a squat toilet that | could use 
without having to rest my bum on it. We spent the evening lying on the sitting room floor — on 
our stomachs - drinking beer and chatting. We were both sore beyond any previous 
experience and even the weight of a towel on my bum was too much. We took the next day 
pretty carefully as sitting was still too painful so we walked and rested up against bars to 
drink and lay on the floor at home. | ended up buying another pair of thin cotton shorts as the 
idea of wearing trousers that would rub my buttocks was out. By Tuesday there was some 
reduction in the swelling and it was possible to sit which was just as well as | had the 
fourteen hour flight to London to get through the following day which | just about managed 
still in my cotton shorts which | wore for three more days. 


The swelling went down in about ten days and the marks are going slowly. For all the pain, it 
was the best caning I've had and | think before too long I'll be going back to Singapore.... © 
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the worse for drink two Lester and Ben start talking about spanking. Ben still gets regular beatings from his 
like and they're soon exchanging spankings. Getting home late and drunk gets him another beating 
this time it’s the paddle — for both of them. If they live with Dad then they've to 
and belt his bratty brother, his really cute backside is soon bright red. 


While playing cards and getting rather 
Dad, Lester wants to find out what it's 
watched by his younger brother Johnny. Then it's Johnny's tum, 
obey his rules. Older brother then decides it's about time to spank 
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Please send me No, Daddy, No 


| enclose cheque/postal order for £20 
made payable to J.Ridgley. This VHS tape lasts for 
approximately 100 minutes. 
All orders are despatched in plain, secure Jiffy bags. 
Please allow up to 21 days for delivery. 
Postage and packing are included in the price. 
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